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INTERNATIONAL taste in literary matters is apt to
be very capricious. France, well informed about
Stevenson and Mr. fopling, full of curiosity regard-
ing Swinburne and Mr. Hardy, could not, to the
day of his death, focus her vision upon the figure
of George Meredith. These are classic names, but,
among those who are still competitors for immor-
tality, mere accident seems to rule their exotic
reputation. The subject of the following reflections
is an example of this caprice. He was born forty
years ago ; his life has been, it appears, devoted to
the art of writing, of which he has come to be
looked upon in France as a master. In Germany,
in Italy, he has a wide vogue, especially in the
former, By a confined, but influential, circle of
readers he is already looked upon as the most
interesting man of letters under the age of fifty.
But, so far as I have noticed, his name is almost
unknown in England. This is the more extra-
ordinary because, as I hope to suggest, his mind
is more closely attuned to English ideas, or what
once were English ideas, than that of any other
living writer of France. He has reproved (in
" Lettres & Ang&le " and elsewhere) the " detestable